AYorkshiere Tragedy,, 

Tthat dideuer in abound ance dwell a 
for me to want^exceeds the throwes of hel. 

Eaten his little fame rvtth a top and a fcourge. 
S<5//*What aile you fathcr,arc you not well,! cans 
not fcourgc my top as long as you ftand fo: you take 
vp all the roome with your wide legs, pub you can* 
not make mee afeard with this, I feare no vizards, nor 
bugbearest 

HuJ b r takes vp the childe by the skirts of his long 
coale in one hand and dr awes hit dag* 
gcr with th' other. 

77«„Vp fir,for heer thou haft no inheritance left* 
Some . Oh what will you do father, I am your white 
boie* 

rn . Thou (halt be my red boie.takc that* Jlrtkes him 
SontOh you hurt me father* 

HuMy eldeft begganthou (halt not liue to afl<e an 
vfurer bread, to crie at a great mans gate, or followe 
good your honour by a Couch, no.nor your brother 
ns charity to braine you. 

■Sondrl ow fhalll learne now my heads broke? 
Bleed bleed rather then beg beg? fiabs him * 

be not thy names difgrace: 

Spume thou thy fortunes firft if they be bafe: 

Come view thy fecond brothenfates. 

My childrens bloud fhall fpin into your faces, 
you fh all fee* 

How Confidently we fcorne beggery? 

Exit with hit sonne * Ena 


A y orkshlere Tragedy . 

Enter a mtudewith a child in herarmujhem* 
c , _ t her by her a fleet e. 

Hbo ? P f We M tbabe , rorr0vv makes mother fleep 
c boades fmall good when heauines falls fo deep/’ 

Sit™* b °y ^ ho P es mi §ht haue been better, 
i is loft at Dice what ancient honour won. 

Hard whe n thefather plaies awaie the Sonne: 

m>W hln L bl! r f'^y^ucsinthis houfe. 
lumeand defblation oh 

rr Enter bufband with the hole bkedinn, 

J^Ohh r i e f7 mC th */°y j Stri ™”»bherforth 

hr//./ y T 8°%ing, prating fturdyqueanejle 

T=fmKi y rC M m ? rW1C1 y ° ur neck down Zaires: 

1 uinblc, tumble,headIong, Throws her down. 

T °l , , waic tocharmc a womans tongue 

Is break hirncck^polfitician did it. 

So,, Mothcr,mother,I am kild mother, 
Ha,whofethat cride oh .me my children; W.wakes* 
«oth,borh,both;bloudy,bIoudy, catches vp the yen»ek 
i^Strumpetletgo the boy,Ietgo the beggar. 

Wt.Qh. myfweethufband, 

^/Filth, harlot. 

Wi.Oh what will you doe deare husband, 

Hhs.Gi ne me the baftard 3 
WEYowr owne fvveet boy, 

//« .There are too many beggars* 

PV/.Good my huf-band, ° 
tf#.Doeft thoupreuenr meftill? s 

C 5 Oh 
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